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Beyond the wild ways of the unwandered world
And loud wastes of the thunder-throated sea,
Springs of the night and openings of the heaven,
The old garden of the Sun ; whence never more
From west or east shall winds bring back that blow
From folds of opening heaven or founts of night
The flower of mine once ravished, born my child
To bear strange children ; nor on wings of theirs
Shall comfort come back to me, nor their sire
Breathe help upon my peril, nor his strength         990
Raise up my weakness ; but of Gods and men
I drift unsteered on ruin, and the wave
Darkens my head with imminent height, and hangs
Dumb, filled too full with thunder that shall leave
These ears death-deafened when the tide finds tongue
And all its wrath bears on them; thee, O child,
I help not, nor am holpen ; fain, ah fain,
More than was ever mother born of man,
Were I to help thee ; fain beyoncf all prayer,
Beyond all thought fain to redeem thee, torn       1000
More timeless from me sorrowing than the dream
That was thy sister ; so shalt thou be too,
Thou but a vision, shadow-shaped of sleep,